Theymab and 
Louise ` 
(I’m Louise ~% 


I shuffled cards 

between the Bad Men and the Feminists 
only to come up empty as leaves 

blew across concrete 


the great stalk 
of wood, confectionary. 


Crowbar my way 

into a situation: 

that’s what gender is. 

I gave a can of sardines in the form of 

A nod and a wave even when I was tideless, 
on stilted foam crests, 

staying put. 

It was a choice. 

“The hour is getting late” someone 

once said, I remember 


Leonard Cohen died 

and Trump won 

and I was in an IHOP 

midway between a shift at the local Cracker 
Barrel and a class 


At the college, Mr. Tambourine Man came on the speaker 
and it felt hollow. And I read 


on my phone, Bradford 
talking about how a line talking about 
“even damnation is poisoned 


with rainbows” 
could not be written today 


And I felt defeated, 
having written nice lines 
not yet having 


Ventured into the furnace, 
not worried about 
who was betraying who. 


It’s not the mothering I despise or cling to 
or if it is it’s the kind “everyone” wants 
the big lapped tongue of a road’s 


indifference. It’s scaly 
and doesn’t persist. On the other hand, being stillborn 


was a logical conclusion, 
And I did say phrases like “logical conclusion” 
in those days. Wonder where that 


came from. I’m on thin ice, 
and that Piggly Wiggly is sketch no 
matter what. On the other hand, 


you light a cigarette and are 

wistful again, as I close up on another night, 
casting an eye down to the street 

that dead ends by intersecting 

with my favorite one. 


The slow 


trickle of vagina 

envy from an early age 
envy 

of female tempos 


of female camaraderie 


Good lord what happened 
I’m not judging anyone 
But what a stamp to put 
everyone so jagged 


and me, jagged, 
a little pill 


that was out long ago 

they have children now 

and they do like to emphasize that a lot 
and I “get it” 


there’s a queer shoulder I’m putting to 


the wheel 

still queer as in “odd” mostly 
the indefinite strain 

working like a verve 

into infinity 


I'd hate to Go 
There, but 


notice how whoever pulled the trigger 
it still wasn't someone who identified as 


a woman. There is your all-encompassing 

spread, rolled out for all the Profile Carts- 

it clutches woman in a parochial way like 

a patriarch but the person clutching is me- 

it's not a gun but a word, though 

In all of this I see how conspiracy making is proliferated 
and I'm here to say, if you can, zoom out 

and look at Where We Are, in a way that 

in spite of its universalizing way almost doesn't feel 
parochial or patriarchal 


everything you see is the breaking down 

and you are breaking down too 

just in the name of order 

there is no way to slide your card out of this 
judgment, the last embers burning, 

while Paris is burning but we are "putting them out" 


feh. Where have I seen that before. 

In a movie, not in my lifetime. Putting souls 
and fires out onto the streets- a panoramic scope 
a Bosch-like tragedy 


I shouldn't go there but I will 

That the key I have into seeing 

Fascist collaboration is one to which by definition 
I can't give up 


the code. Not while the earth and flesh is pulverized, 
not while the justice is only met by ghosts 
and angels. 


I see it now 

coming out of a bog 

last seen in teenage hubris 
fist to chest, odd gesture 


even then 
but the clouds and the sky between 


clued a tuning 

into something different 
from before, like a glacier 
that was always waiting, 
piercing a ray unfounded 


but brilliant. and coveted once dull 


hues took over. It's the fact that someone else 
has ruled me all of these years, 

and I never came through the fog. I glance 

at the upturned edges 

left in a wake of bondage- what can I do 


but praise, but pray. I remember at the start of the first 
practicum, we 
all participated in a cakewalk through remembered 


and imagined 


decades of our lives. I said when I get old 
I'd feel a freedom I did in my teens. 


It's just, as Bruce Haack sang, 
perhaps to a Jesus Fetus encased in melting 


armor, "the twilight 
came before 
we thought it ever could" 


I put that on a playlist 
The following two songs were 


"Nookie" by Limp Bizkit 
and "Ballad of the Absent Mare" by Leonard 
Cohen, accordion folds made precious 


even aired into indifference. Chisel dumb, 
blooming care, cracked the air. 
Autonomy sounded like a dirty word, 

but illusion could not hold. Justice is 


not all this is. 


APTAIN BEEFHEART AND THE MAGIC BAND 
Jamiroquai 


_ 


EDITATIONS JOHN COLTRANI 


Now that we have nothing to envy 
in each other’s predicament, 

the tissue of predicament as a thing 
is now different 

and it would have been so, 

even if not, the boat sailed without 
a Roe, the turnaround so quick 
arun 


off revealed this slice, so close 
I took his flagrant statements 
for a marker of where in the storm 


the heart could be found. I noticed he had the wave 


player on a guarded edifice in the 

twang that vibrated. I noticed 

the way a plant could pull another eye 

in, bringing together the thrown together cosmos into something that was even stranger, the dream glue. 
The fear I felt in my body was 


because I felt unnerved 
and violated. Now I stand in the doorway, the portal affixed atop 


hardwood floors. And the porcelain of 


the shower is quiet. 


There is a feeling of renewal in the air 

and one might reach for the pastoral elegiac but it’s already getting humid, 
a summer of the usual 

menace encroaching, 


alas having the right body 

surely helps; I felt ike Gumby 

I barely felt any moral aesthetics 

and my frame was a chartreuse neon 

in my mind- wasn’t that how it used 

to feel? But I was also hearing that the American dollar is about to collapse, 

from Glenn Beck, granted, but rest assured we are living Glenn Beck’s Odelay, 

you dig? On my headphones: Apocalpse predicted by Jamiroquai, charted by Yo La Tengo, redeemed by 
Coltrane 

In my plastic bag: 


Two almond Snickers bars and 


two low carb Monsters 


You saw a fractured ascension 

and took advantage of a segment- 
caught it in the reel. Lion for Real! Do 
away with it. Is it a right 


of passage 
to find 
oneself on a different platform afterwards 


not everyone gets the chance 

they say, some people get 

a podcast. Me, I’m just watching the blood 
drop, trickle from 

a carafe near empty 

like coffee 

or economics, the name is a projection 
because Keynes was the trickle down guy, no? 
Projection is their game, so 


why not opt out of the play? 
But there’s a broader play, 

as the Rabbi said, 

“you can try to be a Mordecai 
or a Haman 


or you know,, keep it real” as I 
paraphrased it. 
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Becoming the bitch 

everyone knew me to be 

in second grade, the classroom contagion, cooties, hands down 
my own pants 


a tattle tale 

best believe I am 

the flying saucer 

with saucer eyes 

best believe I am 

a voyeur too disorganized to use an agenda book 
me in the cell with all the scabs 


But I dreamt we were flying 
with feet peddling 


the airplane in 


that year when I was seven 
then I was a scorpion 
singing in such a strange way 


to you on the beach 
Peddling the airplane 


like the Flintstones. 
I can’t believe they didn’t even 
let me have my childhood trauma breakdown. 
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There is the rush 
of patriarchy, the voice used 


to be used 
in intervals of turning 
prodding as the final answer 


or a set of questions that aren’t 
meant to be 


answered. Gold they will stay, 
after all. Thwacking 


the board to see what fits, 
documenting a rise and fall. Incrimination 


happens when a moment is exposed 
as its inversion 

because everything is its 

story that is 


known. The collars of 
actual potential rest 
as cracks widen. Releases 


are subsumed. It’s says 
don’t stall but be prudent 


it trips over itself 
and spreads a cloud of teasing 
and the pools of oil 


and water are separate 
or combined forcibly 


in back alleys. 
The whole thing doesn’t hold 


and that’s the rationale for 
holding it. 


Ate from the bitterest fruit, 
dropped the gauze of protection 
as it was called 


at the crossroads. 
I walked the line I had devised 


to separate myself from men 
or the category of men 
a refuge and a desert 


all the same. Now I see 

the other shore in clear sight, 
once stepped on its rocks, foot 
got hot. Then went 


backwards and saw you there, 

a “you” that is impersonal 

but has claim to see though vision 

or that’s what it feels like 

they sure like to say it 

I’m not proud of this, of 

hearing them call themselves prisoners 
and my empathy for that. 


They have to trust that I am where I need to be, in that lunch plate and 


hummus way, basic, 
off kilter in the other way 


They have to trust in sequence 

so long as it could teach them something, 
or at least get off my back, 

which is more what Id prefer, 

though I called them forth 


I’m good with distance 
if it’s going to be this way 
is such an oppressed commonality 
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To assume the pose 

of a believer or numerologist 
in the thick fog, spaghetti 
where, if, and when 

doesn’t happen automatically 
comes in like 


rain on the windshield, 
wipers too slow to slow 
its roll 

Shock never ending 
Because the twine 


increases, interweaves 


in municipal adjacencies, 
bridges unscathed by 
the common dullness 


that used to take 
the form 


of yellowed pages 
in a book. I’m immaculately 


cruel, I hear you say, 
the tides come in and there’s nothing I can do 
because I’m the one causing it 


Herein is the paradox 

I have been contending with 

patriarchy in an interesting way 

not that I wasn’t contending with it before 
but contending with its grip against 


my ability to 
name it 


and thereby deal with 
and now I am finally doing so 
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"there needs to be a leftist mythopoesis," 
I said aloud once 

and not aloud scores of times 

all I got is a whoopee 


cushion, a pink eraser 
to the marks or indents on 


an imagined shore or 
the balancing 
of vertigo and 


totality. There's summoning that happened, 
I admit that I did it ballet-style, though it was not 
planned. 


"there needs to be a leftist mythopoesis" 
because the instruments they have, THEY, 
who have always been here 

are mysterious enough 

and here comes old Charlie 


with the talk of Yoda and Lola, 
"the parody 


song was better 


good clean fun without the trans-antics 

but that was said publicly but all is 

a private bluster. Meanwhile dust coats cashmere 
and the crosshairs blind-sight 

to the point of pulling consciousness back 


out of the water. Under 
the light 


of this Blue Moon. Tables turned, 
lessons leavened but all is Matzoh 
said the Honeycomb Priest 

and the Priestess said it 


first. The whole franchise could be 
wiped out but the sun rises. 
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A Leftist Mythopoesis 
would abandon linear time. Maybe that's 
a start 


beyond the 
whoopee 


cushion, already a colorful pastoral 
with layers of shocks, because around 


September things upgraded 


from SNES to N64. 
There was Mark Fischer Price, for sure, 
but have you sampled 


the Femme Vaporwave in HD? 

My heart was touched 

by such a thing, to hell with "theyfab discourse" 
I wanted to say 

but that's when it all got much more complex 

I did, after all, post that selfie, in which 

I clutched with four fingers a sheet 


of paper which read, "I embrace the many colored 


beast;" and the Rebbe of Geometry said, 
"slouching towards Birmingham" 


the circle's axis 
becomes aligned 
with the Saturnanian? Venusian 


and of course there was the coarse fellow 
who flew off the page completely 

when he saw Page 

no, I'm too far into this. You'll see it 

in the end 

combing the insistence, 

the 

plea, defensive like what was 

I doing there in the first place 

but what am I, to you, doing 


17 


in the first place, I stopped clicking the links 
and I hope you're not just summarizing me 


Perfect Government B 
NOFX 


Radical Adults Lick Godhead... 


Sonic Youth 


Forever Came Today 


Diana Ross & The Supremes 


Madness 


Kleenex 


Part One: Edweena 


The Residents 


Untitled Song for Latin Ameri... 


The Pearl 
e Sill 


Ever New 


Beverly Glenn-Copeland 


"The Things I Shouldn't Say" 


“I am in the fortress of a 
thousand eyes,” 

said in mind as horizontal 
walkways dilate constitution 
leaning like a parallelo- 

gram, dicey future in the wind- 
ow, warble 

typical but more 


than ever. I’m balancing 
that precarity, closed in 
ritual of admitting a 
mourning that 

I took to claiming 

and however parochial 
keep claiming 


however parochial. 
Gatekeepers can’t enclose 
its relevance 


to me or its 


impact on me. Need stimuli, 
versatility of drives and distractions. A 
cordiality. And it is in Ariana’s 

poetry and person too, 

accidental prophetess, 

said 


to not be 
poetry by 


Duncan, in describing Ginsberg 
“Tm not anti-Semite 

but not 

pro-Semite either.” 

Alas an identity like 

a decal reverberates, 
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no matter how much a white man can 
denounce “‘tribalism.” 


It’s the cordiality of a presidential address 

a poet in a dying empire 

who nonetheless would get banned in Florida anyway, 
darkness at the break of Brandon. 

Such cold aloofness did not detach itself 

so promptly before 


but here I am 

off to the side 

recognizing the sun 

in the homeless, 

which is either encompassed by neglected personage 
or an exile that could be safe at times, 

sometimes 


most of the time even. 
It was once blasé 


to speak in such generalities 

but new lesions and extremities appear every day, 
an impact wound flowering, 

a sun engorged by a compass 

No longer do we need decide 

between clouds and compasses, 


as replacement may be 
inevitable. 


It’s a goal of safety 
Come be- 


draggled in the rain 

Come 

shot of affirmation 

The parallel road 

Isolation calls out 

Withering not the only lurker 


A swift defense 
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It feels like grace 
rather than pathological 


avoidance. There were times when I did 

something sketchy 

told someone with a vagina to stop talking about 

their encounters; and some of the time I admitted or defended- no, 
it’s because I’m jealous of you! 

There are times when my shyness 

in other ways feels totally 


like grace, feeling commanded 

and lately I’ve been seeing 6:13 a lot 
in addition to the 1:23 

and 11:23 

am I dumb for putting this into a poem 


Alas it rests at the doorstep 

of a town glazed by commerce and cords 
in the heavenly vacuum, a swift departure 
avoiding the sight 

of obvious dysfunction 

Do the spirits love us 

or do they strangle us 

Helpers come when the roots are shaken 
And returned to be- 


draggled 

in the Sun 

never again differentiating 
between aloneness 

and togetherness. 


So there was this guy 
on the night when Roe was over- 


turned, who said stuff about ghosts 
I didn’t think much about it, 


wasn’t scandalized by it 
I think they were more scandalized that 
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I used the women’s restroom 


I tell you though the crown of this 

was it seemed they were calling to me 
But it didn’t occur to me until 

October when some guy said 

stuff about Jews 

And then I remembered who had Donda 


2 in his bio. 

There is a band from Brixton 

who talked about “a hand reaching past 
the glands ripping out” the hand 

of the “Pest 

From the West” 


Did I really need to tell them 

as we ate our sushi burritos 

about my family’s history with 

1, 2, 3, a great grand mother who played those numbers for the 


lottery, my mother, my mother’s mother, 
each seeing it after a death, 

then after 9-9’s death it was 1123 

as well 

But “my stoned mind just spilt that line” 
so I thought, wait, am I the third in line, 
that guy on the tragic night 

spoke of two tragic deaths 

and I had been a great granddaughter 

all of a sudden 


It clicked that I might be the one 

to break the cycle 

to stop the world 

from going into another 

Holocaust 

to break an overlap of generational cycle 


Bradford sang about the river run, 

“how many poor ‘boys’ 

have you drowned?” 

Ezra sang about “the ocean of the known 
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ends at the beach up the street” 

I realized what the “Queen of Hearts” 

was about and thought of Theresa 

and crossed paths with both her and George the next day” 

She didn’t look pleased- 

I also saw her wearing unusually monochrome clothes, on Election Day 
when I had run into George earlier 

I thought, ruh roh, she looks like the harbinger of death, but I kept driving 
down Milledge 

and ran into Katz and Jake at Memorial Park 

and I told them of the stuff that guy said the night of 


the end of Roe. I realized how important 


it was to have Jewish friends who understood, 
trans friends who were Jewish- 


this all continued and continued 

and the uncanny keeps surprising me, 

I know now to greet it with a wink and a nod 
like Ezra said God was invoked at her 


There's more 

to this though: 

when I heard the lines about the city 

being a bearer of "an old and secret curse" 

I thought of the milennia of Midrashic commentary on 
"I have placed before you a blessing and a curse" 


and Selah coined the phrase 

"divinatory poetics" 

I set to work and this seemed to fit 

squarely in the parcel where I could grasp on 

sanity, thinking, "she goes..." is an unlimited reservoir 
and my paper had touched upon 

Derrida's invoking 


of Kierkegaard's Knight of Faith 

the sacrificial nature of courage 

so whatever I do it is connected to that drive 
flanked by prayer to the Lord 

I am not a terrorist 


At least not in the way you think of that word 


I said, "it hurts to do this 

in a world so judgmental" 

because I wouldn't want to leave the house to deal 
with friendly people, who I now look in the eye 
when they look swiftly away 

It could be the Protestant culture 

that has a relationship with concelment and revealing 


that doesn't correlate with mine. 
To expose 


does not mean to cut away 


the magic. 


And that's the way it's been since then 
Divinatory in the sense of contemplation 
To take an occurence as a leaf 
Coincidence singing 

synchronicity a closed system 

but recognizing its electricity 

and the scent emitting from it 

Occurences do not command 

At least usually not 

There is the way the Zodiac 

is not the station, but alas 

the station is homeless 

at least in this world 

The Sun and Moon cast shadows and light 
The estrogen in my body has opened this gateway 


To seeing the heartbeats all in unison 
Underwater 


And it’s a holy incongruence 

that illuminates the sharp tear 

of time. The flowers extend upward 
fan the passengers 

and I start to wilt 

in this fugue that starts and stops 

I have walked shining pathways 
Just not in “the right time” 


I cut into the air 
But you make 
me feel like there is still 


time, new time, 

a space in summer 

inviting in the night 

against the hideous blacktop 
skyscraping forever 

And the mood rises like dough 

To succumb to a connected fate- 
like sequence. Not erupting but not 
Just Embedded 

I’ve left a mark already 


This isn’t necessary in Your Light 

but it’s where I was positioned 

To be a genius like 

men to turn towards the crowd 

I had to claim the same gender 

as Emily and Hilda in order to face the crowd 
It’s natural this way 

No point in being exalted if I’m the scum that wrecks everything 
A gem shines uninterrupted 

It projects on the wall a shadow play 

Where no king or queen wins 

Just a rustling of a river 


Flowing through all the wars 


B' rai P’rei Hagafen (On the 
Graaaapevine) 
Laura Johnson 


Kidnapped this Time"- 1/2 of Topanga Canyon 


> Play 23 Shuffle 


| Wish | Knew Sharon Van Etten 
Count Me Out G Kendrick Lamar 
The Who 
q, Breaker Deerhunter 
Circumstances Captain Beefheart &... 
: Planets Mount Eerie 
Frank Ocean 


Sufjan Stevens 


| eli Walker Animal Collective 


| ai 
A Part Three: Ship's A Going Down The Residents 10:09 


M) 


10 songs, 44 minutes 
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It’s tempting to latch onto the 

I’ve been hurt latch, almost became an art 

with many therapists, but, unlike what some apparently think, 
my sexuality is not inherently tied to any direct hurt 

it’s joyful as fuck! Haha! Oops 

Oh the great surfaces of flesh 

which articulate infinite various 

the secret sauna of secrecy, 

of concentrated intensity, 

annexed away. 

The yearning can be heavy like the traffic around 

Atlanta Hartsfield Jackson airport, but I feel like that specific airport 
always feels like a party the whole world was invited to, 

like you’re fantasizing about running into someone you know, 
even in airports not local to you. That’s like the Cool Cat, 

the Green Power Ranger to Paschal’s Breakfast 


down south the dribble is especially important 

just as much as the bassy guttural part 

It’s awesome. I could live without it, but I 

don’t. It’s like that new omnivorous leftism, 

it appeals to my sensibilities like oh the tinny desperation 

makes it okay to consume irresponsibility 

potato chips and dissociation. It’s potato chips and dissociation 
but it’s your damn pussy. And also there’s the realm of the Heart 
which is whispered about more than ever; we’re at this dizzying 
configuration in which we’re both closer and further to the warmth, 
the ClitTORice realm of human emotion, than ever 


It’s cockeyed but has nothing to do with cocks themselves, 

but you know, there’s that realm of goodness and complicity’s overlap 

is generally accepted by the Straight-Up moral people. 

I am like, at the edge, the diving board 

What can I say 

I couldn’t tell that I was trans all those years because 

of that “epidemic of male loneliness” all the grifters are 

talking about, I mean imagine being lonely in the realm of the lonely; 

its tolerable because there are joys that are not totally sealed off- 

you just have to stay quiet. But not every one of us has be fucking Vincent 
Van Gogh! The acceptance of transmisogyny itself 

unfortunately so basically teetering on a certain diving board 

of “acceptability” from the “masses.” It’s not that we think we’re the first people 
this has happened to, we’re just saying, 

the beating on the doors, the dissolution of hate 
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into a sample population’s proverbial water-body, that’s definitely happening. 


But where was I? Oh yeah. 

Well the human experience is diverse enough 

for sexuality not to have a necessary seat in the soda 
machine. It’s still sparkly, still orange, 

still a zig zag, a lark. 

And that right there is..... 


Number 9, Number 9, Number 9, Number 9... 
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